arms, it is not to forget that misery, but to lend it depth and
force. Hypocrisy ? No. Besides, I'm not trying to justify
myself. I purge my consciousness, I clear out its deposit of
conventions, in order that my affections as a father may be
more at ease and find a wider scope. I know, I feel, all that
this girl's affection may do for me and for Antoine. So
sweet she is, so graceful, so ardent and unaffected . . .'

Michaud lost himself for a moment in intoxicating
visions of Olga's room, where, to tell the truth, his parental
anxieties had not seemed very pressing. As he groped his
way down the Rue Pigalle, a soft voice, perhaps the one
that had called to him on the previous evening, suggested
love. He declined in a dry, ironic voice, and with a curt,
self-satisfied laugh. Continuing on his way, he felt sorry
for the poor fellows who follow girls into their squalid
lodgings, and make love as though they were operating a
slot machine. And Michaud thought that a man must be
very base or very callous, knowing his son to be in danger,
who let himself plunge into such degrading pleasures.
However, this reflection appeared to him both stupid and
hypocritical. It suddenly filled him with a kind of nausea,
and he became aware that for the last quarter of an hour he
had been cramming himself with the crudest lies. ' I really
am a rotten fellow, cowardly and inconsistent; one of
those revolting individuals who lead an irreproachable
existence in order not to imperil a principle in the muck-
heap of their conscience. I have, for my own pleasure,
constructed a certain idea of man, and instead of verifying
it in my own person, I have spent my life conforming to it
in order to demonstrate its truth. And one day when I want
to sleep with a woman, I treat myself as an exceptional case,
and prove to my own satisfaction that I remain loyal to
man's noblest aspirations. As if a man couldn't at the same
time be concerned about his son, and sleep with Olga or